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indeed, the more unpleasant a thing was, the more
certain one became that it must be one's duty.

One wet afternoon in the Easter term I went a
cross-country walk with a younger colleague in
Whitelaw's Sixth. He was not long out of the
Twenty and these exacting notions were fermenting
powerfully in him. The rain set in heavier than
ever. We were wearing football shorts and blazers
and we were a good four miles from home. Personally
I enjoy getting wet in old clothes, but Wilfred dis-
liked the cold trickle down his neck. However, he
suggested as an afterthought that with respectable
will-power one ought to be able to forget trifling
physical discomforts. And, as we squelched across
one of those vast, level Warwickshire meadows which
about this time were causing Siegfried Sassoon to
yearn for the Midlands as the huntin' man's paradise,
we pursued the subject. One ought never to allow
oneself to be scared of anything, we decided. If one
found that one was afraid of doing a thing one ought
to make a point of forcing oneself to do it. That was
the only way to strengthen the will, and will was
everything. At this point, as chance would have it,
we debouched into a soggy, sunken lane bounded on
the farther side by a high stone walL The top of the
wall was not very high above the field on the far
side, but the drop into the lane seemed to be a good
twelve feet, and the lane was all loose stones and
mud. To my annoyance Wilfred paused and eyed it
thoughtfully- "Fm going to jump back off that
wall," he said.

"What on earth for?"

"Because I don't like the look of it,"